of others. The side-shows advertise mermaids, elephant-boys and

dancing girls. Barkers talk themselves hoarse. This pleasure park,

so frankly commercial and ugly in its myriad aspects, is for some

a high romanticism for our age, where the adults, with eyes shining

like children, are ecstatically happy as they wander along eating ripe

yellow corn-on-the-cob, and contemplate a ride on the "Bobsled".

The lights blaze on, and Coney Island, in the darkness of the western

world's night, keeps alive the spirit of Hans Christian Andersen,

adding to it that American vulgarity which at its worst is awful, and

at its best possesses a shocking beauty. It is the core of the American

spirit, that two-headed disk which, with thaumatropic abandon,

blends ugliness and magic to create a whole new genre, defying

criticism and inviting wonder.
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